position. I had met him in New York and I felt that he
recognised me one day when we sat at adjacent tables at
luncheon-time in the Cafe de Paris. I was always
grateful for the impulse which led me to stop and ask
him, on my way out, whether we had not met in the
States.
He reminded me of the occasion, and not only did I
discover that it was his first visit to the Riviera, but it also
transpired that he had no idea even how to get into the
casino or how to play roulette, neither did he speak any
French. I took a fancy to him and his charming wife
and I devoted the rest of the day to their entertainment.
He always declared that from that moment Monte Carlo
was a changed place for him. There was scarcely a day
when he did not telephone some sort of invitation over to
my villa begging us to come to Monte Carlo, and once,
when I made the excuse of my car being out of order, he
made no immediate reply, but about an hour and a half
afterwards a magnificent hired Rolls-Royce appeared in
which was seated a courier in the uniform of the Hotel
de Paris, who presented a card addressed to me on which
was written: " Yours for twenty-four hours with the
proceeds of my backing your numbers last night. Pack
your bags, both of you, and come along."
That was the last night of his first visit, but twelve
months afterwards I received a long cable asking me to
reserve certain rooms for himself and his wife, servants
and two children. I knew he was making a great deal of
money, but the sort of accommodation he required at the
H6tel de Paris amounted to such a large sum that when I
cabled him I suggested also a suite at a lesser known hotel
at half the price. His reply was laconic and characteristic :
" Must come Paris. Bringing no hat." At first I was
puzzled, then I remembered die immense satisfaction he
had derived from the underground passages leading from
the Hotel de Paris into the gambling-rooms. The idea of
going straight from his sitting-room in the hotel to the
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